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THE BLUE JUNIATA. 
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And then his war-cry sounding, 
Eings his voice in thunder loud 
From height to height resounding. 
4 

So sang the Indian girl, 

Bright Alfarata, 

Where sweep the waters 
Of the blue Juniata. 

Fleeting years have,, borne saway 
The voice of Alfarata, 

Still sweeps the river on 
Blue Juniata. 
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